THE HILL OF STAES

BEOWN had suffered from shell shock. It had been
a bad case, and at one time the doctors despaired of
his recovery. He had been moved from hospital to
hospital, and had received a variety of medical treat-
ment. When he reached a Convalescent Camp, near
Plymouth, he showed no trace of shell shock, and his
nerves seemed to be in excellent condition.

Brown didn't look attractive in hospital blue. His
boots were too big for him, and they turned up at the
toes. His trousers bagged at the knees. He might
have worn, like Hole of the Concert Party, smart civvie
boots, a silk collar and black tie. He might have
pressed his trousers under his mattress, but Brown
didn't care twopence for his personal appearance. He
seldom went into Plymouth, and never picked up a
girl. So far as his military life was concerned, he
seldom spoke to the men unless spoken to. But there
was no side, no priggishness, in his aloofness. He
was naturally a quiet man. He never grumbled, and
was invariably alone.

When a tremendous storm blew down most of the
tents, Brown rose from the rain-sodden, wind-rent